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Sermon for Easter Day Year C 2022 
If for This Life Only . . . 

 
The older I get, the words of St. Paul about Christ’s resurrection  
ring truer and truer to me . . . 
If Christ has not been raised, then our proclamation  
has been in vain and your faith has been in vain. 
If Christ has not been raised, your faith is futile  
and you are still in your sins.  
Then those also who have died in Christ have perished. 
If for this life only we have hoped in Christ,  
we are of all people most to be pitied. 
 
Faith in Christ’s resurrection has been the heart of Christianity  
and the foundation of our Christian hope for centuries. 
I confess it is the heart of my faith  
and the foundation of my hope as a Christian. 
Without the empty tomb, without the historic, bodily return of Jesus 
from the dead two thousand plus years ago, 
I simply cannot reconcile God’s love and justice  
with the horrors I see in the world around me. 
Death is too appalling a violation. 
Evil is too ferocious an enemy. 
Injustice is too cruel and endemic a reality. 
Humanity, though astonishingly beautiful  
is also broken beyond description—can we deny we need saving? 
So, yes, I need the empty tomb. I need the promise of resurrection. 
 
And yet . . . perhaps you, as I so often do,  
struggle with doubt every single day. 
Even on this day of days—the “eighth day” of creation— 
the dawning of God’s making all things new. 
After all, it’s not easy to affirm resurrection in a disenchanted world, 
a world that considers miracles embarrassing; 
distains and distorts belief in an afterlife; 
mocks “crazy” things like angles, demons, prophets, and saviors; 
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and shies away from mysteries that cannot be explained by pure science. 
We might blame our doubts on our modern hopey-springy cute-bunny-
loving pastel colored commercialized outlook on the season and holiday.  
But clearly the original disciples had their doubts  
and jaundiced view as well— 
after all, the message that Christ has risen  
was dismissed as an “idle tale.” 
We still live in such a world. 
And, so, we struggle to believe. 
 
The first witnesses to the empty tomb struggled also. 
As Luke tells us, the women who came in the half-darkness  
of the early dawn were perplexed then terrified and struck with awe. 
When they return and share the message of Christ’s resurrection  
with the other disciples it seems they didn’t even get a real hearing. 
Their message is dismissed, waved away as an “idle” tale 
—in other words—the good news is considered 
unfounded, frivolous, pointless or worthless. 
You could say that is a fairly popular position in the world today 
and one that many people—even many self-professed Christians— 
take about Easter faithe: 
The resurrection of Jesus is a metaphor at best,  
and at worst, a cute little myth. 
In many ways on that first Easter morning, this is the position  
that most of Jesus’ most dedicated followers took 
. . . and, yet, they would become his greatest evangelists and apostles. 
 
The first Easter began with a kalidescope of doubt and confusion, 
mourning and rejoicing, disappointment and hope. 
All the trumpets and choirs, vestments and lilies, processions and 
exclamations—well, they came later. 
Easter began with fear and bewilderment. 
As the shocking possibility of resurrection collided with the grim lies of 
injustice and empire, the first disciples had to reach out with their 
imaginations and grab hold of hope in mere slivers. 
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They had to hope in the midst of their struggles. 
In the heart of the dim morning light. 
 
Perhaps the gospel accounts of the resurrection keep surviving our 
doubts because they ring so true to human nature. 
In the gospel of Luke—we see people having different encounters  
with the resurrection of Christ. 
The encounters don’t look identical. 
Mary Magdalene, Joanna, and Mary the mother of James— 
these women hear the news by angelic messengers— 
just as Mary, Jesus’ mother heard the announcement  
of his impending birth. 
Peter is amazed at the empty tomb and abandoned linen cloths. 
Later the risen Jesus will appear to them and eat with them. 
And later still, Jesus will walk with two disappointed and doubting 
disciples on the road to Emmaus. 
In all the gospel accounts of the risen Christ, 
the resurrection meets them where they are. 
And all of them, without exception, experience Easter. 
 
We may still wonder . . . what changed their minds? 
Those who once regarded the resurrection as an idle-tale would 
eventually have a powerful experience of the Risen Christ. 
Even Paul—the greatest scoffer of them all— 
would be knocked off his horse and rise to live an Easter faith. 
 
This morning, we come to the empty tomb as ourselves,  
for good or for ill. 
We don’t shed our baggage ahead of time; 
it barges into our lives and shapes our perceptions and conclusions. 
What matters, then, is encountering the risen Jesus  
in the particulars of our own struggles, losses, traumas,  
disappointments . . . and, yes, even our joys. 
Whatever universal claims we make as Christians must begin in the rich, 
fertile ground of our own hearts, our own life experiences. 
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Whatever acclamations we cry out this Easter morning  
need to begin with a willingness to hear the message anew 
and letting the Spirit of the risen Christ lead us from perplexity, 
to terror, from reverence into joy. 
 
Peter in the gospel of Luke is helpful  
and comforting as an example of this. 
Somehow Peter—perhaps because of his experience  
on the mount of transfiguration  
or his sleepy time in the Garden of Gethsamane  
or even his most recent heartbreaking public denials  
in fulfillment of Jesus’ prophecy— 
decided to check things out for himself. 
Instead of just mocking the women, he went running. 
And, he found what he probably already knew somehow to be true— 
the tomb was empty. 
And he was amazed at what happened. 
 
Neither the women nor Peter  
nor those who stayed behind and dismissed it all  
had any idea of what was yet to come. 
For most of them—and for us— 
there is a gap between faith and understanding, a gap I know so well. 
I believe but I don’t (yet) understand. 
I believe in the resurrection,  
but I don’t understand death’s ongoing cruelty. 
I believe Jesus reigns,  
but I don’t understand the elusive nature of his kingdom. 
I believe that all things will be well,  
but I don’t understand why they’re not all well now. 
 
Good old Saint Anselm of Cantebrury’s motto for the Christian life  
was “faith seeking understanding.” 
From the time I first learned of this motto, it spoke to me. 
It invites me to begin right where I am. 
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What have I experienced of Jesus so far? 
Can I hang onto the faith that is possible in light of my experience, 
incomplete though it is? 
 
The remarkable thing about the resurrection—Easter faith— 
is that it grows in us. It roots us, and it roots itself into us. 
Often, it’s only in restrospect,  
only as we look back at the “gravesides” of our lives,  
that we notice this rootedness,  
and suddenly, we too, find the miracle the first disciples found. 
 
The poet R. S. Thomas describes the process this way in his poem,  
“The Answer”— 
There have been times 
when, after long on my knees, 
in a cold chancel, a stone has rolled 
from my mind, and I have looked 
in and seen the old questions lie 
folded and in a place 
by themselves, like the piled 
graveclothes of love’s risen body. 
 
Easter faith teaches us that our endings are not final. 
New life comes; it cannot be stopped. 
Every change, every sorrow, every hope, and every farewell and loss 
we experience is held in the arms of the risen Christ. 
Like the first disciples, we might doubt, stumble, flee and fall. 
But like the Christ of the empty tomb, we will also rise. 
This is the promise of resurrection. 
 

Our call at Easter is to echo the women. 
Proclaim the Resurrection. 
And to offer a space for the Risen Christ to touch our hearts  
and deliver us from rolling our eyes into a running leap of faith. 
 

Alleluia! Christ is risen! 
Christ is risen indeed! Alleluia! Amen. 


